"A"                                                INDIAN
Then the motor-cars began. They came purring
past my office block toward the library block, vast
limousines in yellow and white . . . Rolls, Daimler,
Vauxhall had made these beautiful motor-cars . . .
Coachbuilders with royal warrants had upholstered
them and guaranteed them free from cow-hide; and
when they are not moving majestically over the pink
roads of India, they are garaged for the most part
in hovels in the native bazaars.
Everybody was attending the meeting of the
Governing Body of C------College to see the new-
Principal, the very thin tall man with a little beard
and quick, angry movements, the man who had
taken a first in law at Oxford and who had not
become a vakhil, the man who thought that hygiene
was practical politics in India, the man who allotted
the bursaries in the Principal's gift to bachelor
students, thereby putting a premium on immorality.
No wonder the cars came gliding in, to park in
the shade of the cupola'd library, whose pink domes
and minarets were all dashed with white streaks,
where the vultures had held their ugly congeries.
And, with the evening, the vultures were coming
back too, swooping down low and circling above
the cars and then climbing clumsily back into the
air, their bare red necks straining, the great claws
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